It's a distinctive plane, the B-17, wide of wing and tall of tail. When it banks into and then levels off for its final approach, one sees mostly wing, up and down at first and then edge on. As it comes down, the Belle reminds me, not of the war I never knew, but of the play we used to engage in that was based on films of that war; of spending hours putting together fine balsa and tissue paper models of P-38s, P-51s, B-17s, and even ME-109s; of, on occasion, bringing some of them to a fiery end with matches, firecrackers, and a final crash on the cement driveway.
In "volunteer," and "join up," words that implied both a cause and an atti tude that we were promised, never found, probably no longer believe in, and still miss.
